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-a true story- 
Prologue; 


First, let me explain; 
Ergack is an Orc. Yes, 

he is almost as obnoxious 
in temperament as any 
other Orc, yet he is very 
special. When I first 
joined my guild so many 
years ago, I had only met 
a few members. I was 

in total awe one evening, 
when in walked this Orc 
into our guild meeting, 
sauntering up towards our 
quildmaster, past age old 
members who did not bat 
an eye. 


I, of course, was aghast 
that no one had drawn a 
sword or cast a spell to 
stop this encroachment. 
So, yes I did start to 
stand and draw my sword, 
when a gentle, yet very 
strong hand from our 
Bard, Quaffer, did cease 
my action and thrust me 
back into my seat. 


Quaffer began laughing as 

my questioning look with 
wide mouth and bugged 

eyes searched for the 
answers in his gleaming 
pupils. He simply put a 
silencing finger to his lips 


and whispered, “Wait! 
Then, my jaw must have 
dropped to the <oor, 
being the young warrior 
that I was. “What” I 
vehemently, yet silently 
lipped at him. He just 
grinningly shook his head 
and nodded back towards 
the Orc, so that I would 
look again at what I 
considered to be such an 
odd event. 


The Orc was now 

speaking, I should say 
"desecrating’ the human 
tongue with those orcish 
guttural sounds and 
phonemes. It took a 
little listening to quite 
understand it as I heard 
him repeatedly say, 
"Ergnack, bhe guldmatter. 
Ergnack, guldmater,” 
beating his chest. I 
heard snickers all around 
me and everyone was 
smirking. I held a 
guantletted hand to my 
face wondering what kind 
of guild had I gotten 
into. 

Well, it turned out that 
Ergnack was not only a 
friend to the guild but a 
member as well. He 
always demanded that he 
was going to be the next 
guildmaster, and I believe 
that he feels that he 
could achieve such things. 
My story will prove as 
such, that he often walks 
and talks among humans, 
unmolested, as people just 
stand perplexed. You 
see, Ergnack has a 
fantastic curiosity, and 


mental prowess for an 

Orc. From what I gather, 
he simply walked out of 
the Orc camp near Cove 

one day to start finding 
out what humans were all 
about. After crossing 
many leagues, he came 

upon our guildmaster, 
Marlin Drako. Marlin was 
in a bit of amazement 

that this creature did 

not attack him on sight 

as most Orcs would. I 

do not know the whole 
story on that and I am 
sure that is an entirely 
full book unto itself. It 
is least to say that a 
bond was formed between 
the pair of which I am 

not totally privy too, nor 
do I understand it 
completely. Suffice it to 
say that I now refer to 
Ergnack as "he," rather 
than "it", for Ergnack 

is certainly extraordinary 
in his own right. 


Having since watched 
Ergnack in battle in 
defense of our ‘Lord of 
the Morning,’ Marlin 
Drako, during dungeon-runs 
or in the field, I would 
venture to say that he 

is most tenacious with 
that allegiance. Yet, 
fully and continually does 
he slay our language in 
attempts to communicate, 
and the slightest snickers 
or stares can set him 

off. Chasing down boats 
swearing as he runs along 
the shore line, almost 
seems the order of the 

day for Ergnack. But, 


to board one himself, I 

believe would devastate 

him in fright. For Orcs 

will generally not cross 
water willingly. 


There you have a small 
view of our friend 
Ergnack the Orc, so I 
continue my tale as I 
observed his experience 
with an ostard one day. 


I had just finished a 
little house cleaning and 
was trotting to the 
Moonglow bank through 

the South gate. There 
was quite a bustle of 
activity that day as some 
Tamers had come into 

town with a ‘¢ock' of 
Ostards, those ridable 
bird-creatures. As I 
passed, I noticed Ergnack 
spouting some sort of 
gibberish to one of the 
Tamers, who was obviously 
confused, scratching his 
head, with a grimace on 
his face. I moved over 
to the side where I was 
not noticed but could 
hear the exchange of 
words going on. My 
curiosity was instantly 
piqued over both of them 
waving their arms about 
gesturing. It was also 
quite obvious that both 
were extremely frustrated 
with the discourse. 


I heard Erganck then 
repeatedly say, "“Ergnack 
haf otred! Ergnack haf 
otred! Wat mony?” The 
poor Tamer just did not 
understand. Finally in 


frustration, Ergnack, went 
into the bank and came 
out with a bag of coins 
holding some in his hands 
and pointing at a 
particularly bright green 
Ostard. "Ergnack haf 
otred!" I believe the 
feathers and their bright 
color mesmerized him. 
"Ohhh! Of course, you 
wish to purchase one of 
my Ostards!" He tried 

to coach Ergnack a bit 

on saying Ostard, but all 
he could get from him 

was “otred, otred.” By 
now I was laughing under 
by breath and almost 
turned to leave, but I 
had to watch him mount 
this creature which was 
noticeably frightened of 
the orc, as Erqnack took 
the reigns from the 
Tamer. I also wanted to 
brand the memory in my 
mind of the spectacle I 
was about to witness of 
an Orc riding an Ostard, 
if indeed he was able to 
get the Ostard to let 

him mount. 


After only a little 
difficulty, Ergnack was 
Finally able to climb 
aboard and get at least 
partial control of his new 
mount. He was positively 
beaming with pride over 
his new purchase, and I 
watched as he pranced, 
more like waddled, it 
through town toward the 
North gate. He still had 
not noticed me so I 
followed just to see what 
miracle next I might see. 


Just out the North gate, 
he stopped to dismount. 
He dug in his pack to 
pull out a piece of raw 
meat to feed the Ostard. 
The Ostard was not going 
for that and I could tell 
that this relationship was 
off to a bad start. The 
reigns got dropped as 
Erganck fumbled in his 
pack for 

and the Ostard made a 
rather hasty dash 

towards the wooded area 
North. Ergqnack looked up 
just in time to see his 
new steed vanish into the 
trees. I cannot even 
attempt to translate or 
recall the expletives which 
then proceeded from 
Ergnacks mouth, a mish- 
mash of Orcish which no 
doubt was a string of 
curse-words. He then 
dashed to catch up with 
his mount. "Comm hrr 
tupid!” 


I did not follow in 
pursuit, but waited long 
enough to hear “Dumbrd 

- Tupid - Tupid,” and 
then a struggle as 
feathers ew from the 
bushes in that general 
direction. This Ostard 
had apparently decided 
that it did not like the 
arrangement that it had 
been sold into and 
absolutely refused to 
cooperate with the Orc. 
Finally, I heard the death 
cries of the Ostard as 
Egnack apparently decided 
to just end its short 


carrier. Then out popped 
Ernack as he walked back 
into town. As he passed 
by me, covered in blood 
and green feathers, he 
looked up at me with 

that toothy face and 
blurted out, "Tupid Byrd!” 
He continued walking and I 
began laughing so hard I 
fell off my horse. 


Again, I did not follow, 
but in my mind's eye, I 
could see him starting 

the whole experiment all 
over again, probably ending 
in the same sort of 

result. 


So next time you see an 
Orc walking down the 
road, please don't just 
automatically kill it unless 
it means to attack you, 
for it might just be my 
friend Ergnack. I doubt 
that you will find him 
riding an Ostard, *wink* 
but you might just find 
him up to something that 
will give you a laugh or 
two. 
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